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THE SHIP-RUNNERS
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THE NEGRO SOT tavern is known by few
people in its own parish, for it is a house with
nothing about it to distinguish its fame to those
who do not know that a man may say to his
friend, when their ships go different ways out
of Callao, "I may meet you at the Negro Boy
some day." It is in a road which returns to
the same point, or near to it, after a fatiguing
circuit of the Isle of Dogs. No part of the road
is better than the rest. It is merely a long road
That day when I first heard of Bill Purdy I was
going to the tavern hoping to meet Macandrew,
chief of the Medea. His ship was in again. But
there was nobody about. There was nothing in
sight but the walls, old, sad, and discreet, of the
yards where ships are repaired. The dock ^are-
houses opposite the tavern offered me their